WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
behind a half-dozen lyrics that will last as long as the nation, or longer. Let us be content with that, as he doubtless was.
I have no time now, in the rush of the opening quarter, to tell you about myself, except to say that I heeded your admonition and " dropped a book" as I came through New York.1 Macmillan is reading it. I have n't much confidence that the poor little volume will ever see the light under such august patronage, but somebody or other will be found with an eye to the thanks of posterity and a proud contempt for the contemporary dollar, I hope. I shall know its present fate in a few weeks and will let you know promptly.
As for the Milton, it has I believe been out several weeks or months, though I have not yet seen a copy. If you want to learn what the New York Nation thinks of it, look in the columns of that sheet for the latter part of April. It does not leave enough of me to bury. I am told that other critics (Literature, the Dial, etc.) have been more plenteous in mercy, but I have n't had strength to look, after the Nation man-handling. *>»•*•***•
1 This must have been the 4< Poems/' eventually published in 1901 by Houghton, Mifflm & Co.
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